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was bodily, that was practical, pleased, and I was soon
slaughtering birds in the very bowers in which I had loved
Egeria.

On the whole, this was a miserable and wretched year. I
was almost always depressed, often felt heart-broken. I
entirely lost any confidence in my own energies, and while
I was deprived of the sources of pleasure which I had been
used to derive from reverie, I conld acquire no new ones in
the pursuits of those around me.

It was in this state of mind that, after a long and solitary
walk, I found myself at a village which I had never before
vdsited. On the skirts was a small Q-othic building, beau-
fciful and ancient. It was evening. The building was illu-
minated ; the door open. I entered, and found myself in a
Catholic church. A Lutheran in a Lutheran country, for a
moment I trembled; but the indifference of my father on
the subject of religion had prevented me at least from being
educated a bigot; and, in my Venetian meditations, I would
sometimes recollect that my mother must have professed
the old faith.

The church was not very full; groups were kneeling in
several parts. All was dusk except at the high altar.
There, a priest in a flaming vest officiated, and ever and
anon a kneeling boy, in a scarlet dress, rang a small and
musical silver bell. Many tall white candles, in golden
sticks, illuminated the sacred table, redolent of perfumes
and adorned with flowers. Six large burnished lamps were
suspended above, and threw a magical light upon a magical
picture. It was a Magdalen kneeling and weeping in a
garden. Her long golden hair was drawn off her ivory
forehead, and reached to the ground. Her large blue eyes,
full of ecstatic melancholy, pierced to heaven, while the
heavy tears studded like pearls her wan but delicate cheek.
Her clasped hands embraced a crucifix.

I gazed upon this pictured form with a strange fasci-